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AFTER TWO YEARS 

She is all SO slight 
And tender and white 

As a May morning. 
She walks without hood 
At dusk. It is good 

To hear her sing. 

It is God's will 

That I shall love her still 

As He loves Mary. 
And night and day 
I will go forth to pray 

That she love me. 

She is as gold 

Lovely, and far more cold. 

Do thou pray with me, 
For if I win grace 
To kiss twice her face 

God has done well to me. 



[6] 
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I9I5 

The limbs of gods, 
Still, veined marble. 
Rest heavily in sleep 
Under a saffron twilight. 

Not for them battle. 

Severed limbs, death, and a cry of victory,; 

Not for them strife 

And a torment of storm. 

A vast breast moves slowly, 
The great thighs shift. 
The stone eyelids rise ; 
The slow tongue speaks : 

Only a rain of bright dust; 
In the outer air ; 
A little whisper of wind; 
Sleep; rest ;forget^^ 

Bright dust of battle ! 

A little whisper of dead souls! 

[7] 
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WHITECHAPEL 

Noise ; 

Iron hoofs, iron wheels, iron din 

Of drays and trams and feet passing ; 

Iron 

Beaten to a vast mad cacophony. 

In vain the shrilly far cry 
Oj swallows sweeping by ; 
In vain the silence and green 
Of meadows Apriline ; 
In vain the clear white rain — 

Soot; mud; 

A nation maddened with labour ; 

Interminable collision of energies-^ 

Iron beating upon iron ; 

SnK)ke whirling upwards, 

Speechless, impotent. 



[8] 
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In vain the shrilly far cry 
Ofkittiwakes tbatjly 
Where the sea waves leap green. 
The meadows Apriline — . 

Noise, iron, smoke; 
Iron, iron, iron. 
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SUNSETS 

The white body of the evening 

Is torn into scarlet, 

Slashed and gouged and seared 

Into crimson, 

And hung ironically 

With garlands of mist. 

And the wind 

Blowing over London from Flanders 

Has a bitter taste. 



[10] 
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PEOPLE 

Why should you try to crash me ? 
Am I so Christ/like ? 

You beat against me, 

Immense waves, filthy with refuse. 

I am the last upright of a smashed break/ water, 

But you shall not crash me 

Though you bury me in foaming slime 

And hiss your hatred about me. 

You break over me, cover me ; 

I shudder at the contact ; 

Yet I pierce through you 

And stand up, torn, dripping, shaken. 

But whole and fierce. 



["] 
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REFLECTIONS 
I 

Steal out with me 

Over the moss and the dafibdils. 

Come to the temple, 

Hung with sprays from untrimmed hedges. 

I bring you a token 

From the golden/haired revellers. 

From the mad procession. 

Come, 

Flute girls shall pipe to us — 

Their beautiful fingers ! — 

They are yellow^'throated birds. 

They send perfumes from dawn^scented garments, 

Bending above us. 

Come, 

Bind your hair with white poplar. 

Let your lips be sweet, 

Wild roses of Paestum. 

[12] 
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II 

Ghost moths hover over asphodel ; 
Shades, once LaiV peers 
Drift past us ; 
The mist is grey. 

Far over us 

The white wave/crests flash in the sun ; 

The sea/girls lie upon hot, weedy rocks. 

Now the Maid returns to us 

With fragrance of the world 

And of the hours of gods. 

On earth 

Apple-trees, weighted with red fruit, 

Streams, passing through the corn lands, 

Hear laughter. 

We pluck the asphodel. 
Yet we weave no crowns 
For we have no vines ; 
No one speaks here ; 
No one kisses. 



R D. 



H. D. 



SEA GODS 



1 

They say there is no hope — 

Sand — drift — rocks — rabble of the sea — 

The broken hulk of a ship, 

Hung with shreds of rope j 

Pallid under the cracked pitch. 

They say there is no hope 

To conjure you — 

No whip of the tongue to anger you — 

No hate of words 

You must rise to reftite. 

They say you are twisted by the sea, 

You are cut apart 

By wave/break upon wave/break, 

That you are misshapen by the sharp rocks, 

Broken by the rasp and after^rasp. 

[^7] 
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That you are cut, torn, mangled, 
Torn by the stress and beat, 
No stronger than the strips of sand 
Along your ragged beach. 



II 

But we bring violets. 
Great masses — single, sweet. 
Wood/violets, stream^violets, 
Violets from a wet marsh. 

Violets in clumps from hills. 
Tufts with earth at the roots, 
Violets tugged from rocks. 
Blue violets, moss, cliff, river/violets. 

YeUow violets' gold, 
Burnt with a rare tint — 
Violets like red ash 
Among tufts of grass. 

We bring deep/purple 
Bird^foot violets. 

[18] 
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We bring the hyacinth/violet, 
Sweet, bare, chill to the touch — 
And violets whiter than the in/rush 
Of your own white surf. 



Ill 

For you will come. 
You will yet haunt men in ships, 
You will trail across the fringe of strait 
And circle the jagged rocks. 

You will trail across the rocks 
And wash them with your salt. 
You will curl between sand/hiUs — 
You will thunder along the cliff — 
Break — retreat — get fresh strength — 
Gather and pour weight upon the beach. 

You will draw back, 

And the ripple on the sand^shelf 

Will be witness of your track. 

O privet-'white, you will paint 
The lintel of wet sand with froth. ' 

[^9] 
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You will bring myrrh/bark 
And drift laurel^wocxl from hot coasts. 
When you hurl high — high — 
We will answer with a shout. 

For you will come. 

You will come, 

You will answer our taut hearts. 

You will break the lie of men's thoughts. 

And cherish and shelter us. 



H. D. 



THE SHRINE 



(" She Watches Over the Sea ") 



Are your rocks shelter for ships? 

Have you sent galleys from your beach - 

Are you graded — a safe crescent, 

Where the tide lifts them back to port ? 

Are you ftdl and sweet, 

Tempting the quiet 

To depart in their trading ships ? 

Nay, you are great, fierce, evil ^ 
You are the land/blight — 
You have tempted men, 
But they perished on your cliffs. 

Your lights are but dank shoals. 
Slate and pebbles and wet shells 
And sea/weed fastened to the rocks. 

It was evil — evil 

When they found you — 

When the quiet men looked at you. 

[21] 
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They sought a headland, 
Shaded with ledge of cliflF 
From the wind/bkst. 

But you — you are unsheltered — 
Cut with the weight of wind. 
You shudder when it strikes, 
Then lift, swelled with the blasL 
You sink as the tide sinks. 
You shrill under the hail, and sound 
Thunder when thunder sounds. 

You are useless. 
When the tides swirl. 
Your boulders cut and wreck 
The staggering ships. 



II 

You are useless, 

O grave, O beautifiJ. 

The landsmen tell it — I have heard 

You are useless. 

And the wind sounds with this 

And the sea, 

[22] 
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Where rollers shot with blue 
Cut under deeper blue. 

O but stay tender, enchanted, 

Where wave-lengths cut you 

Apart from all the rest. 

For we have found you. 

We watch the splendour of you. 

We thread throat on throat of fireesia 

For your shelf. 

You are not forgot, 

O plunder of lilies — 

Honey is not more sweet 

Than the salt stretch of your beach. 

Ill 

Stay — stay — 

But terror has caught us now. 

We passed the men in ships. 

We dared deeper than the fisher/folk. 

And you strike us with terror, 

O bright shaft. 

Flame passes under us, 
And sparks that unknot the flesh, 

[^3] 
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Sorrow, splitting bone from bone — 
Splendour athwart our eyes. 
And rifts in the splendour — 
Sparks and scattered light. 

Many warned of this. 

Men said : 

There are wrecks on the fore^beach. 

Wind will beat your ship. 

There is no shelter in that headland. 

It is useless waste, that edge, 

That front of rock. 

Sea/gulls dang beyond the breakers - 

None venture to that spot. 

IV 

But hail — 

As the tide slackens. 

As the wind beats out. 

We hail this shore. 

We sing to you, 

Spirit between the headlands 

And the frirther rocks. 

Though oak/beams split, 
Though boats and sea/men flounder, 

[ ^4 ] 
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And the strait grind sand with sand 
And cut boulders to sand and drift — 

Your eyes have pardoned our feults. 
Your hands have touched us. 
You have leaned forward a little 
And the waves can never thrust us back 
From the splendour of your ragged coast. 



H. D. 

Of the jagged clifF, 
A small tree stiflens in the gale, 
It bends — but its white flowers 
Are fragrant at this height. 

And under and under, 

The wind booms. 

It whistles, it thunders. 

It growls — it presses the grass 

Beneath its great feet. 



/ 



II 

I said: 

Forever and forever must I follow you 

Through the stones ? 

I catch at you — you lurch. 

You are quicker than my hand/grasp. 

I wondered at you. 

I shouted — dear — mysterious — beautiful 

White myrtle^'flesh. 

I was splintered and torn. 
The hill^path mounted 
Swifter than my feet. 

[^7] 
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IV 

Over me the wind swirls. 
I have stood on your portal 
And I know — 
You are further than this, 
Still further on another clifF, 
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MID/DAY 

The light beats upon me. 

I am startled — 

A split leaf crackles on the paved floor 

I am anguished — defeated. 

A slight wind shakes the seed/pods. 

My thoughts are spent 

As the black seeds. 

My thoughts tear me. 

I dread their fever — 

I am scattered in its whirl. 

I am scattered like 

The hot shrivelled seeds. 

The shrivelled seeds 
Are spilt on the path. 
The grass bends with dust. 
The grape slips 
Under its crackled leaf: 
Yet far beyond the spent $eed/pods, 
And the blackened stalks of mint, 
The poplar is bright on the hill, 

[30] 
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The poplar spreads out, 
Deep^ooted among trees. 

O poplar, you are great 
Among the hill/stones. 
While I perish on the path 
Among the crevices of the rocks. 



JOHN GOULD FLETCHER 
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In the afternoon 

The wind takes dry waves of heat and tosses theni. 
Mingled with dust, up and down the streets, 
Against the belfiy with its green bells : 

And, after sunset, when the sky 

Becomes a green and orange fan, 

The windmills, like great sunflowers on dried stalks, 

Stare hard at the sun they cannot follow. 

Turning, turning, forever turning 

In the chill night^wind that sweeps over the valley. 
With the shriek and the clank of the pumps groaning 

beneath them. 
And the choking gurgle of tepid water. 
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CLOUDS ACROSS THE CANYON 

Shadows of clouds 
March across the canyon, 
Shadows of blue hands passing 
Over a curtain of flame. 

Clutching, staggering, upstriking. 

Darting in blue^black fiiry. 

To where pinnacles, green and orange, 

Await. 

The winds are battling and striving to break them : 
Thin lightnings spit and flicker. 
The peaks seem a dance of scarlet demons 
Flitting amid the shadows. 

Grey rain/curtains wave afar oflF, 
Wisps of vapour curl and vanish. 
The sun throws soft shafts of golden light 
Over rose/buttressed palisades. 



[40] 



JOHN GOULD FLETCHER 

Now the clouds are a lazy procession ; 
Blue balloons bobbing solemnly 
Over black/dappled walls, 

Where rise sharp-^etted, golden^roofed cathedrals 
Exultantly, and split the sky with Hght. 
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THE UNQJJIET STREET 

By day and night this street is not still : 

Omnibuses with red tail-lamps, 

Taxicabs with shiny eyes, 

Rumble, shunning its ugliness. 

It is corrugated with wheel/ruts, 

It is dented and pockmarked with traffic. 

It has no time for sleep. 

It heaves its old scarred countenance 

Skyward between the buildings 

And never says a word. 

On rainy nights 

It dully gleams 

like the cold tarnished scales of a snake : 

And over it hang arc/lamps, 

Blue/white death/lilies on black stems. 



[42] 
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I know it is the only house that lives 

In all that grim four^storied row. 

The others are mere shelves, overcrowded layers, 

Of warring, separate personalities ; 

A jangle and a tangle of emotions, 

Without a single meaning running through them ; 

But it, the empty house, has mastered all its secrets. 

Behind its silent swarthy face, 

Eyelessly proud. 

It watches* it is master ; 

It sees the other houses still incessantly learning 

The lesson it remembers, 

And which it can repeat the last dim syllable of.. 
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THE SKATERS 



To A. D. R. 



Black swallows swooping or gliding 

In a flurry of entangled loops and curves ; 

The skaters skim over the frozen river. 

And the grinding click of their skates as they impinge 

upon the surface, 
Is like the brushing together of thin wing/tips of 

silver. 
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and a swan amo&g water/lilies. 

But here too is a group 

of men and women and children ; 

and the swan has forgotten its pride ; 

it thrusts its white neck among them, 

and gobbles at nothing ; 

then tires of the cheat and sails off; 

but its breast urges before it 

a sheet of sodden newspaper 

that, drifting away, 

reveals beneath the immaculate white splendour 

of its neck and wings 

a breast black with scum. 

Friend, we are beaten. 
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OGRE 

Through the open window can be seen 

the poplars at the end of the garden 

shaking in the wind, 

a wall of green leaves so high 

that the sky is shut off. 

On the white table/cloth 

a rose in a vase 

— centre of a sphere of odour — 

contemplates the crumbs and crasts 

left from a meal : 

cups, saucers, plates lie 

here and there. 

And a sparrow flies by the open window, 
stops for a moment, 
flutters his wings rapidly, 
and climbs an aerial ladder 



[54] 
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with his claws 

that work close in 

to his soft, brown/grey belly. 

But behind the table is the face of a man. 

The bird flies off. 
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CONES 

The blue mist of after/rain 
fills all the trees ; 

the sunlight gilds the tops 
of the poplar spires, far off, 
behind the houses. 

Here a branch sways 
and there 

a sparrow twitters. 

The curtain's hem, rose/embroidered, 
flutters, and half reveals 
a burnt/red chimney pot. 

The quiet in the room 

bears patiently 

a footfall on the street. 



[56] 
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And I came away, 

fill! of the sweet and bitter juices of life ; 

and I Ut the lamp in my room, 

and made this poem. 
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TERROR 

Eyes are tired ; 
the lamp burns, 
and in its circle of light 
papers and books lie 
where chance and life 
have placed them. 

Silence sings all around me ; 

my head is bound with a band ; 
outside in the street a few footsteps ; 

a clock strikes the hour. 

I gaze, and my eyes close, 
slowly : 

I doze ; but the moment before sleep, 

a voice calls my name 

in my ear, 

and the shock jolts my heart : 

but when I open my eyes, 

and look, first left, and then right . . . 

no one is there. 

[60] 
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and before one grave so hidden 
a widow kneels, with head bowed, 
and the crape felling 
over her shoulders. 

The bells for evening church are ringing, 
and the people come gravely 
and with red, sun/burnt faces 
through the gates in the wall. 

Pass on ; 

this is the church^porch, 

and within the bell/ringers, 

men of the village in their Sunday clothes, 

pull their bob/major 

6n the red and white grip 

of the bell/ropes, that fly up, 

and then fell snakily. 

They stand there given wholly 

to the rhythm and swing 

of their traditional movements. 

And the people pass between them 
into the church ; 

but we are too sad and too reverent 
to enter. 
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and the dust, the tattered paper — 

the detritus of a city — 

that swirls in the air behind them. 

I will pass the shops where the prices 

are judged day by day by the people, 

and come to the place where five roads meet 

with five tram/routes, 

and where amid the din 

of the vans, the lorries, the motor^'busses, 

the clangorous tram-cars, 

the news is shouted, 

and soldiers gather, off-duty. 

Here I can feel the heat of Europe*s fever ; 

and I can make, 

as each man nxakes the beauty of the woman he loves, 

no spring and no woman's beauty, 

while that is burning. 



D. H. LAWRENCE 



D. H. LAWRENCE 

A hasting car swept shameful past. 

I saw her hid in the shadow, 

I saw her step to the curb, and fast 

Run to the silent door, where last 

I had stood with my hand uplifted. 

She clung to the door in her haste to enter, 

Entered, and quickly cast 

It shut behind her, leaving the street aghast. 
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AT THE WINDOW 

The pine trees bend to listen to the autunui wind as it 

mutters 
Something which sets the black poplars ashake with hyster/ 

ical laughter; 
While slowly the house of day is closing its eastern shutters. 

Further down the valley the clustered tombstones recede 
Winding about their dimness the mists* grey cerements, 

after 
The street/lamps in the twilight have suddenly started to 

bleed. 

The leaves fly over the window and whisper a word as they 

pass 
To the fece that leans from the darkness, intent, with two 

eyes of darkness 
That watch forever earnestly from behind the window glass. 



[72] 
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BROODING GRIEF 



A YELLOW leaf from the darkness 

Hops like a frog before me — 

— Why should I start and stand still ? 

I was watching the woman that bore me 

Stretched in the brindled darkness 

Of the sick/room, rigid with wiU 1 

To die — 

And the quick leaf tore me 

Back to this rainy swill 

Of leaves and lamps and trajEc mingled before me. 



AMY LOWELL 
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PATTERNS 



I WALK down the garden paths, 

And all the daffodils 

Are blowing, and the bright blue squills. 

I walk down the patterned garden paths 

In my stiff, brocaded gown. 

With my powdered hair and jewelled fen, 

I too am a rare 

Pattern. As I wander down 

The garden paths. 

My dress is richly figured, 
And the train 

Makes a pink and silver stain 
On the gravel, and the thrift 
Of the borders. 

Just a plate of current fashion, 
Tripping by in high^heeled, ribboned shoes. 
Not a softness anywhere about me. 
Only whale^bone and brocade. 

[77] 
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And I answered, ** It shall be as you have said. 
Now he is dead. 



In Summer and in Winter I shall walk 

Up and down 

The patterned garden paths 

In my stiff, brocaded gown. 

The squills and daffodils 

Will give place to pillared roses, and to asters, and to snow. 

I shall go 

Up and down. 

In my gown. 

Gorgeously arrayed, 

Boned and stayed 

And the softness of my body will be guarded from em^ 

brace 
By each button, hook, and lace. 
For the man who should loose me is dead, 
Fighting with the Duke in Flanders, 
In a pattern called a war. 
Christ ! What are patterns for ? 
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And the censers swing and click. 

The priests walk endlessly 

Round and round. 

Droning their Latin 

Off the key. 

The organ crashes out in a flaring chord 

And the priests hitch their chant up half a tone. 

Dies ilia, dies ira, 

Calamitatis et miseria. 

Dies magna et amara valde. 
A wind rattles the leaded windows. 
The little pear/shaped candle/flames leap and 
flutter. 

Dies ilia, dies ira. 
The swaying smoke drifts over the altar. 

Calamitatis et miseria^ 
The shuffling priests sprinkle holy water. 

Dies magna et amara valde. 
And there is a stark stillness in the midst of them, 
Stretched upon a bier. 
His ears are stone to the organ, 
His eyes are flint to the candles. 
His body is ice to the water. , 
Chant, priests, 
Whine, shuffle, genuflect. 
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He will always be as rigid as he is now 
Until he crumbles away in a dust heap. * 

Lacrytnosa dies illuj 
^ ^ua resurget ex favilla 

yudicandus homo reus. 
Above the grey pillars, the roof is in darkness. 



THE END 



BIBLIOGRAPHY 



BIBLIOGRAPHY 

Richard Aldington 

Images, Poetry Book Shop, London, < 9 < 5 » ^^^ ^^^ Four Seas Com- 

pany, Boston, 191 6. 

John Gould Fletcher 

Fire and Wine. Grant Richards, Ltd., London, 191 3. 
FooPs Gold* Max Goschen, London, 191 3. 
The Dominant City, Max Goschen, London, 191 3. 
The Book of Nature, Constable & Co., London, 191 3. 
Fisions of the Evening, Erskine McDonald, London, 191 3. 
Irradiations : Sand and Spray, Houghton Mifflin Company, 

Boston, 191 5. 
Goblins and Pagodas, Houghton Mifflin Company, Boston, 191 6. 

F. S. Flint 

The Net of Stars, Elkin Mathews, London, 1 909. 
Cadences, Poetry Book Shop, London, 1915* 

D. H. Lawrence 

Love Poems and Others, Duckworth & Co., London, 191 3. 
Prose: The White Peacock, William Heinemann, London, 1911. 
The Trespasser, Duckworth & Co., London, 191 2. 
Sons and Lovers, Duckworth & Co., London, 191 3. 
The Prussian Officer, Duckworth & Co., London, 191 4. 
The Rainbow, Methuen & Co., London, 191 5. 
Drama : The Widowing of Mrs, Holroyd, Mitchell Kennerley, 

New York, 1914. 

[95] 



BIBUOGRAPHY 

Amy Lowell 

A Dome §/ Many- Coloured Glass, Houghton Mifflin Company, Boston, 

1 91 2. The Macmillan Comptny, New York, 191 5. 
Sword Blades and Poppy Seed, The MacmiUan Company, New York ; 

and Macmillan & Co., London, 191 4. 
Prose : Six French Poets, The MacmiUan Company, New York ; and 

Macmillan and Co., London, 191 5. 



